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SOME 


Mr. George Farquhar. 


FEES? T is obſerved, that the World is naturally 
apt to enquire into the Life and Character 
of thoſe Men who have made themſelves fa- 
= mous for any particular Art or Science: The 
Satisfaction we receive in the Peruſal of an 
ingenious Author excites in us this Curiofity, and. is im- 
perfect till we are fatisfied therein. On this Confidera- 
tion, ſince few comick W riters have met with a more fa · 
vourable Reception among People of the moſt polite 
Taſte, than the Author of the following Works, I 
thought it neceſſary to prefix theſe few Memoirs of his 
Life. 

Mr. George Farquhar was born in the North of Ve- 
land, of Parents that held no mean Rank in the Country, 
who, having a numerous Iſſue, could beſtow on him no 
Fortune, farther than a genteel Education. As they who 
are bleſſed with a Poetical Genius always ' ſhew ſome 
Glimmerings of their Fancy in their Youth, ſo he, e'er 
he arrived at his tenth Year, gave ſeveral Specimens of a 
- peculiar Turn that Way. One of his juvenile Produc- 
tions I ſhall here mention, in which he diſcovered a 


lion, far beyond his Years. 6 5 
The pliant Soul o erring Youth | 
I like foft Wax, or moiſten d Clay; 
Apt to receive all heavenly Truth, 
O- yield to Tyrant Ill the Sway. 
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hight Folly in your early Years, 
And — may to Virtue riſe ; 
But he, who in his. Youth appears 
A Fool, in Age will ne er be wiſe. 


He was educated in the Univerfity of Dublin, where 
thy the Progreſs he made in his Studies, he acquired a 


«conſiderable Reputation. He began very early to apply 
himſelf to the Stage, as an Actor, following the Exam- 


ples of Lee and Otxvay, and with the like Succeſs ; who, 
though excellent dramatick Poets, made but indifferent 
Actors: However, Mr. Farquhar having the Advan- 
tage of a very good Perſon, though with a weak Voice, 
was never repulſed by the Audience in bis Performances ; 
ſo reſolved to continue on the Stage till ſomething better 
ſhould offer ; which Reſolution was ſoon thrown afide by 
the following Accident. Performing the Part of Guys- 
mar in the Indian Emperor, who is Rrnoſed to kill Yaſ- 
que x one of the Spaniſb Generals, and forgetting to ex- 
change his Sword for a Foil in the Engagement, he 
-wounded the Perſon who repreſented Ya/quez, tho' (as it 
bappened) not dangerouſly, nevertheleſs it put an End te 
his appearing on the Stage as an Actor. Some time after 
this, the Earl of Orrery, in regard to his particular Me- 
rit, gave him a Lieutenancy in his Regiment then in 
Ireland. As a Soldier he behaved very well, and gave 
ſeveral Proofs of his Courage and Conduct. 

He was very young when he wrote his firſt Comedy, 
the Succeſs of which far exceeded his Expectation, as in- 
deed did moſt of his other Pieces. Iis remark'd of 
him, That he was peculiarly happy in the Choice of his 
Subjects, which he took care to adorn with Variety of 
Characters and Incidents. His Style is pure, and unaf- 
fected; his Wit natural, and flowing, and his Plots ge- 
nerally well contrived. He laſhed the Vices of the Age, 
tho' with a merciful Hand; for his Muſe was good-na- 
tured, not abounding over-much with Gall, though he 
has been blamed for it by the Criticks. It has been ob- 
jected to him, that he was too haſty in his — 

ut 


Mr. GEORGE FARQUHAR. Y 
but I believe by ſuch only who are chiefly Admirers of - 
ſtiff and elaborate Performances, ſince with a Perſon of a 
ſprightly Fancy thoſe Things are often beſt, which are 
ſtruck off in a Heat. | 

His laſt Comedy, the TY he began and ended. 
in ſix Weeks, with a ſettled Sickneſs upon him all the 
Time ; nay, he even perceived the Approaches of Death, 
&er he had finiſhed the ſecond AR, and (as he had often 
foretold) died before the Run of this Play was over. His 
other Plays were dedicated to Perſons of Diſtinction, and 
he deſigned a Dedication of this laſt to my Lord Cadogan ; 
but his Lordſhip, for Reaſons unknown, evaded it, tho? 
he made him a handſome Preſent, with Promiſes of his 
future Favour ; which probably would have been ful- 
filled if our Author had ſurvived: Though he had but 
little Reaſon to rely on the Promiſes of Great Men; a 
certain Great Courtier having prevailed on him to fell 
his Commiſſion, with ſolemn Aſſurances of providing for 
him better, which he forgot to keep. Mr. Farquhar 
— his Song of a Trifle ſeems to point at the Perſon in this · 

tanza. 


But if you will go to the Place 
Where Trifles abundantly breed, 

The Lewee will ſbæau you his Grace 
Makes Promiſes Trifles indeed. 


'Tis ſuppoſed, that thus failing in his Expectations, 
together with an unfortunate Marriage, ſhortened his 
Days; for his Wife (by whom he had two Daughters 
only) through the Reputation of a great Fortune, tricked 
him into Matrimony. This was chiefly the Fault of her 
Love, which was ſo violent for him, that ſhe reſolved to 
leave nothing untry'd to gain him. Though ſome Huſ- 
bands would have Briar! mere Husbands in ſuch a Caſe, 
Mr. Farquhar was ſo much charmed with her Love, and 
Underſtanding, that he intirely forgave her, and lived 
very happily with her; therefore, when I ſay an unfor- 
tunate Marriage conduced, with other Circumſtances, to 
the ſhortening his Days, I only mean, that his Fortune 
being too ſlender to ſupport a Family, led him into a 
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great many Cares and Inconveniencies ; for J have often 
11 heard him ſay, That it was more Pain to him in imagini 
1 that his Family might want a needful Support, than the mo 

violent Death that could be in flicted on him. But his Wife 
| being long ſince dead, his good Friend Mr. Wilks has 
been highly inſtrumental in ſetting his Children above 
1 Want. 
3 Mr. Farquhar, beſides theſe ſeven Comedies, aſſiſted 
Mr. Motteux in a Farce called The Stage Coach. He left 
1 no other Papers behind him; for, three Hours before 
I his Death, he flung ſeveral Fragments into the Fire, de- 

claring at the ſame Time, that he had no Remains worth 


Bafil, a Captain, in Love with Jabella. 

Fetch, Servant to Baſil. 

Macahone, an Iriſhman. 

| Tom Folt, the Stage Coachman. 
Landlord of the Houſe. 


| WOMEN 
| 


I ſaving. 6 
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| Dramatis Perſonæ. 
| Micher, the old Uncle, and Guardian to 1/abella. 
| Nicodemus Somebody, a Country *Squire. 


2 Niece to Micher, in Love with Bafil. 
olly, Maid in the Houſe. 
Oſtler, and other Gueſts in the Houſe. 


SCENE an Im on the Road betabeen Cheſter 
and London. 
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SCENE an Inn, 


Emer Fetch, with Chak-Bag and Piftols. _ 
NN E RE, Houſe! af 6... are yeall? Now 
17 | 85 we'ave ſupt, I'll ſee if my Maſter's Bed 
* be ready. Jen, Fohn, Robin, where 
a Plague are ye? All deaf? No Atten- 
RT ray, in theſe Country Inns? This is 


worſe than the Roſe Tavern after Play, 
the Sun Tavern after *Change, or the Devil Tavern after 


Church. 
Enter Dolly. 

Dol. D'ye call, Sir? N 

Fet. call Sir! What a Plague Eigh! gd tis a 
pretty Girl. Hark you, Child, do you ſerve Travel- 
lers upon the Road here ? 

Dol Yes, Sir. 

Ter. Kiſs me, then. 

Dol. That's the Chambermaid's Buſineſs. Dye want 
any thing elſe? I'm in Haſte. 

Fet. What Room does my Maſter lie in? 

Del. The Cale. 

Fet. And what Room do I lie in? | 

Dol. The Garret. 3 
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ther. [Exit Fetch,] Pſhaw! here's that 1-56 Booby. 


Fet. Very well; and what Room do you lie in? 
Del. Under you. 2 
Fer. Say no more. I'Il but take a Dram to digeſt my 
Supper, lay theſe Things in my Maſter's Chamber, then 
III talk with you in yours. | 7 
Dol. Are your Piſtols charg'd ? | 
Fer. Yes, yes, we always go charg'd, Child: A Brace 
of Bullets, I aſſure you, 
[Exit Dolly. 


Enter Captain Baſil. Wong 

Ba/. What a tedious, tireſome, dull, jolting Vehicle 
is 4 Stage-Coach? We that are in it, are more fatigued 
than the Beaſtsthat draw it. This unlucky Hurt, Ferch, 
that I've got lately, has hindered my riding Poſt, and 
thrown me into this confounded Company, a big-bellied 
Farmer's Daughter, an ri Wit, a canting Quaker, a 
City Whore, and a Country Parſon. 

Fet. And a disbanded Captain, Sir; for want of a 
ſtrolling Lawyer, or a Nurſe and a Child, to make up a 
cleaver Stage-Coach Set. 

Baſ. Ay, the ſwell'd Country Puſs plagued me with 
her ſcreaming and wry Faces, the profound Teague with 
his Nonſenſe, the Quaker with the Spirit, the Whore 
with the Fleſh, and thefat Parſon with both. 

Fer. Truly, Sir, I pitied you; for I don't think there 
= 2 the whole Company a Man of Parts, but you 

Baſ Muſt 1 be tormented two Days more with this 
Coach, before I get to Londm ? | 

Fet. Too true, Sir. 

' Ba/. How can you tell? 

Fet. Nobody better, Sir; my Father in London has an 
Employment about the Coaches. 

Baſ. What's his Employment? 

Fer. Sir, he's a very worthy Citizen, that attends at 
Dlaſſim s- Inn, in the Quality of a Ticket Porter. 

Baſ. I muſt get to London ſooner, or I ſhall ruin my 
Affairs. Let me talk with the Coachman; if it 
be poſſible, I'll make him ſtretch for me: Call him hi- 


Enter 
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Inter Macahone. 2 a2 

Mac. By my Shoul, *tis a brave Houſe !. Sure the 
$hentleman of this Tavern mult be ſome Perſon of very 
great Quality, Oh, my dear Maſter Captain, I am 
your moſt loving and much honoured Friend. | 

Ba/. Our Acquaintance, Sir, is a little too ſhort for 
ſo much Familiarity. | | 

Mac. Our Aequaintance too ſhort! Dear Joy, it is 
three ſcore Miles long; and, by Shaint Patrick, I would 
be very,joyful for being your eſpecial Friend, becauſe I 
am afraid we-ſhall never meet again. 

Baſ. May I crave your Name, Sir? 

Mac. My Name is Tourhugh Rauwer, Macubone, of 
the Pariſh of Caroughabegely, in the County of Tiperaty, 
Eſhquire, where is my Manſion- Houſe, for me and my 
Predeceſſors after me. | | 

Baſ. Very well; and pray, Sir, what Affairs carry 
you to London ? 

Mac. No Affairs, my dear Joy; for I have tranſact- 
ed my Buſineſs in London before I came there. 

Baſe That's ſomewhat an odd Way of doing Buſi- 
neſs. 

Mac. By my Shoul, Sir, 'tis the quickeſt Way tho' ; 
I was going to Landen to make my Fortune. 

Baſ. How, Sir ? 

Mac. Why, by the Law, Friend, or Phyſick, or a 
Merchant's Wife, or Back-gammon, or any of theſe 
honourable Profeſſions ; tis all the ſame to Macahone, 
Faith, But I have made my Fortune already, by my 
Goſſip's Hand. | 

Baj. How pray, Sir? | 

Mac, Becauſe, my dear Joy, you are my intimate 
Friend and a Stranger, I will communicate that Secret 
into your Breaſt. The fine Lady in the Coach, 
Madam $Szrowler, is a rich Merchant's Wife, in Yine- 
gar-Yard, by Drury-Lane, in London, and ſhe is fallen in 
downright Affections with me, and treats me with mighty 
Cwility, permitting me to pay the Reckoning for her 
in every Place. 


2 


— 
- - 


— dw 
— 
OS Ly 


to The STAGE-COACH. 


Baſ. Jem the Orange-Wench has ſnapt this Booby ; 
and een let her make a Hand of him... Are you ſure 
ſhe's rich? 

Mac. By my Shoul ſhe ſhew'd me a Diamond as big as 
a Potatoe ; and faith it look'd almoſt as clear as Glaſs ; 
And ſhe keeps her flying Chariot too, ſhe told me ſo her- 
ſelf; and, by my Shoul, I am fo cunning, that if ano- 
ther had told me ſo, I had not believed him. 

Baſ. You're plaguy cunning, indeed, Sir, 

Mac. O chree, dear Joy, we are all ſo, upon my Shoul. 
Let an Iman alone for making his Fortune, he is as 
cunning as no Man alive. But, my dear Joy, I wiſh 
I were after going to Bed, to digeſt my Supper: Here 
are two Beds in your Chamber; and pray, my dear 
Friend, tell me, do you intend to lie in 'em both ? 

| Ba/. Tis probable, Sir, I ſhall uſe but one. 

Mac. Then, Sir, with your Leave and Permiſſion, I 
ſhall uſe the t'other; but pray let me not incommode 
your-Perſon, if you intend to lie in both the Beds. 


Baſ. Not at all, Sir Booby. [ Afide, 
Mac. Sir, I am your moſt obliging Servant. 

Ba/. Coxcomb. [ Afide. 
Mac, I render you many Thanks, [ Exit. 


Enter Jolt, and Fetch. 

Baſ. Honeſt Fol.“ how is't? What ſhall I give thee 
to drink ? | 

Folt. Thank you, Maſter, what you pleaſe. Here's 
rare Nantz in the Houſe ; a Cogue, or ſo, wou'd do 
no Harm. 

Baſ. Here, Fetch, bring us half a Pint. [Exit Fetch. 
Well, Jol, canſt do a Man a Kindneſs upon Occaſion ? 

Folt. A Kindneſs! Ay, Maſter, an' that be all; we 
Coachmen are mighty civil Fellows, you know. 

Ba /. Are your Horſes ? 

Folt. Good! Special Cattle, Maſter ! A London Doc- 
tor would have ſet up his Coach with *em, if we had 
truſted to the Fall of the Leaf ; and but t'other Day here, 
one of your Stock-jobbers hir'd*em for an Election; ecod, 
they had almoſt got him the Place. p 

| ater 
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Enter Fetch, with Brandy. 
Baſ. Here, Folt, pull it oft. | 
Folt..Your Health, Maſter——Rare Stuff, aſter my 
twelve Eggs and Pound of Bacon. | 
Baſ. Well, Fol:, can I be at London by To-morrow 
Night ? . 
7 alt, Tomorrow Night! Ay, Maſter, if you can fly. 


* Baſ. See here, Jol, —my Buſineſs is preſſing; a 
good Share of this Purſe is thine, if thou wilt haſten my 

ourney. | 

iſh Full If that be all, [Drinks.] tis done We are 

* to be in London the Day after To- morrow, by Ten 

_ o'Clock at Night... Now, Maſter, to oblige you, III 

be there by Nine, | 

Baſ. Is the Fellow mad ?. I tell thee I muſt be there 
To-morrow, 

Folt. Ay, ſo you may if you can; tis a long Way 
Maſter, the Roads are deep, and I won't ſpoil my Horſes 
they are dearer to me, poor Beaſts, than my Wife and 
Children. | 

Fet. Silly Fool, thou haſt no more Senſe than thy 
Horſes ; why there's enough in that Purſe to bribe thy 
very Maſter, the Duke of Mantua, and two or three 
German Princes, 

Folt. Well, what there's in't, there's in't. [Peeps in 
the empty Pot, and throws it down ] What do you prate 
for? Theſe Beau Footmen are as Cock-a-Hoop of late, 
as if they had Places at Court. I'm an honeſt Man.-— 
Bribes won't paſs in the Country now. Beſides, I 
mult not baulk my Stages, the Inn-keepers have bribed | 
me already. [ Exit. 

Baſ. Well, tho' it kills me I muſt ride Poſt. 

Fet. But pray, Sir, what makes you in ſach Haſte ? 

Baſ. Why this Letter from my Miſtreſs. [ Reads, 


\ 'V heard Pue lo my dear Mather. My Uncle, 
to whoſe Care I am left, not confide 


ring your Pre- 
tenſums, is reſolved to marry me to another ; hr an 7 
Worſe, the old Gentleman has got my Writings, and I mat 
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ſeem to comply auith his Defires. If you would prevent my 
bring made a moſt unfortunate Creature, fly to my Relief, 
my dear Baſil, with all the Speed, which your and 


2 


my Diſtreſs require. ISABELLA, 


I'm afraid I ſhall came too late: Run to the Poſt-Houſe, 
pet us Horſes, and we'll mount this Moment, —But who 
ve we here ? | a 
Fett. Some of the Company that came in the Londin 
Coach, that ſupp'd'on t other Side of the Houſe: 


Enter. Squire Somebody, witb a Bandbox, a Maſh, and 
BEE 1 Fan, and other Luggage. 

- *Squi. Come, Mrs. el, I've got your Things. 
Bleſs us! What a Parcel of Luggage theſe Women 
carry about em And the poor Lover here muſt be 
ſubject to the Slavery of Bundles and Band- boxes. 
Mrs. Igel, why don't you come away, I'm as tu'd as 1 


Scotch Pedlar under his Pack. 
| Enter Iſabella. 
Jab. Ha! [Sees the Captain, and flarts; 


gui. Ha ! What's the Matter, my dear Wife, that 
15 to be? 1 
Jab. I miſs my Watch; I fear I've left it in the 
Room where we ſupp'd; pray go and ſee. 
"Squi. Ay, by all Means. Here, look to 
Things, there are Strangers about. [Exit, 
Baſ. Ha! What do I ſee! Look, Fetch, is not that 
Jabella? | 
Jab. My dear Bat!? [ Meet and embrace. 
1 Baſ. My Jaballa / what Miracle has brought you 
ther ? 
Jab. Y ou receiv'd my Letter? 
 Baſ. Here it is, and it has brought me ſo far in my 
Journey to you. | 
Jab. My Uncle, who knows you only by Name, 
dreading your Return to London, has thought fit to hurry 
me down to the Country-Houſe of that Blockhead that! 
ſent juſt now of a Fool's Errand, under Pretence of loſing 
my Watch, My Uncle is at the Rar haggling 2 3 
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from the old Knave, and the y Fool. —— But here 


F dung 

| mY he comes: He's the Pl Fn gee in 
louſe, Lancaſpire. 

EY „ ee "Se eee 


Londen he reac: gone! No Watch de be found ! Ecod, 
Gentlewoman, . — what your Uncle will ſay to you! You'll . 
make a rare Wife; faith, if you loſe your Dae fo a- 

x. pl forehand.———<T won't lend you mine 

Jab. You need not, Sir, for the Watch i bund a- 

pay: I had only pat it in a wrong Pocket. . 
Then that's thirty Pounds in my Pocket. 

57 Sure I ſhou'd know that Voice, and Face too. 
Sir, are not you related tothe Family of the Somebody's ? 

'$qui. Yes, Sir, my Father is Sir Aminadab Somebody, | 
Bart. and I am his eldeſt Son by the firlt Venter; Nicode- 

Baſ. Sir, I am proud to embrace the Son of 27 G50 
Friend Sir Aminadab. Pray, Sir, what Lady i is 
that wath you e 

gui. Tis my Miſtreſs, at your Service: We want 
bat a Parſon, a > Wedding Dinner, 2, a Pair of clean Sheets, 
and a Sack Poſſet, to ſend us the Way of all Fleſh:  - 

Baſ. Then, Sir, upon your Account, L'II 
to pay my Reſpects to the Lad. [alter er. 

Sgui. Sir, you're a very reſpectſul Perſon - 

—— Well, how'd'ye like her? Wort ſhe make 4 
rare Tit for Sonebody'? She's a little in the Damps at 
prefent, but we ſhall dump her out of that. 

Baſ. What?! out of Humour, and fo near her Mar- 
riage. 

Hui. Ay, there was a certain ain that lov'd her, 
and ſhe -Jov'd that certain Captain: J can't tell how 
the Devil this Fellow whindled himfelf into the Mother's 
Favour, and got her Conſent ;- but as good Luck would 
have it, the old Woman was pleaſed to go where all old 
Women ſhould go, and ſo Nuncle Micher, being a very 
honeſt Man, and _— fit for a Guardian, but having 
a deadly 


— o — 2 _ 
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a deadly Averſion to a Red Coat, ſtruck 'up a Bargain 
with Father for me, and we're Ang down to-our Houſe 
to take Poſſeſſian of the Pre : So this fame, Scoun-. 
drel of an Officer is like to he dutanded, and ſhe, for- 
ſooth, is vex*d becayſe ſhe can't ſerve under him. Ha, 
* by! l r Dog, he's broke on all Sides. 

a, ha! ly Fellow! hell hang himſelf, that's 
= - What Bop d Soldiers do in Time of 
* dear Friend, 1 ſhou'd be glad if 
| "Sgut my dear Fri uy? 

— hang'd, 1 for the Sake of ray — SI 
| Perhaps you may know this ſame 281 ; "cis one Bai, afil, 
ö a poor inſignificant Ring- leader of fifty Rogues. Ha, . 

Bas Baſil. I know him; bloody 2 he led, 


On And - he the faddeſt Rogue of 'em wy 
ha, ha! 

. Baſ./ Ha, ha, tha, nm, ha! | 

Jab. If you thought this Captain. wer bend you, 
you durſt not talk at that Rate. 

*$qui: Durſt not, ſay you? Odzookers, I ſear * 
Man, Woman, or Child. I would tell him ſo to his 
Face when my Friend ſtands by me here. 

Baſ. Softly, Madam, my Friend Nicodemus is a Perſon 
whom you ought to regard, In EIS you'll have no 
Cauſe to complain. 

Jai. Ah, dear Sir, you do me more Honour than 1 
deſerve. But don't you think now that I am much more 
for her Turn than this ſame Ragga muffin. 

Baſ. There's no Compariſon, Sir; and I think no 
body can tell better than I; ſo I can aſſure the Lady this 
is like to be the laſt Trouble you ſhall give her. 

Sgui. Well ſaid, faith. Ecod, I've got a yoo, Friend, 
and I { did not think on't. | 

Jab. Ay; but if B were here, he'd be too hard 
for you and your Friend both. 

Baſ. Why, wes wou'd you do, if Baſe] were 
here ? 

Tab. 1 wou'd run away with him to the next Parſon, 
and leave Nricedemus here in the Lurch. 


Squi. 


were 


r ſon, 


Squi. 


The $STAGE-COACH.' r; 
gui. Nicodemus thanks you with all his Heart. .. 
Did not I tell you how ſhe was bewitch'd by this Cap- 
tain ? The Devil's in theſe Captains, I believe. Ecod, 
I've a Mind to be a Captain too. Odzookers, now 
I think on't, my dear Friend, I'm a Captain already of 
the Militia ; and do you think that we that pay them, 
are not better Men than they? 

Baſ. Ay, to be ſure. 

Jab. Well, but we cou'd do it, Sir, and you never 
the wiſer ; for while my Uncle and you were faſt aſleep, 
I cou'd ſteal out of my Chamber, fly into BafPs Arms, 
and he ſhou'd have a Coach ready to hurry me to Lan- 
am, before you were awake the next Morning. 

*$qui. Odzooks, ſhe's a cunning Jade; for all that, 
J ſhall have a rare Wife of her. 

Baſ. Well, well, Madam, underſtand you, we 
ſhall take care of that Matter. 

'$qui. Ay, ay, ſo we will, my dear Friend here. 
and I, ſhall watch your Waters, PII warrant ou 
Oh! here's Uncle Hicher. - | 


Enter Micher with a Bill. 

Mich. Hah ! the Cut-throat ' : There's a Bill 
for you! That fat Jade at the Bar will ſcore herſelf to 
the Devil, before any Sollicitor, Taylor, Phyſick or 
Tipple Poiſoner in Fare. [Gives the *Squire the Bill, 

'$qui. | Reads.) For Bread and Beer, eight Shillings 
and ten Pence. Here's as much Bread and Drink as will 
ſerve all the French in Spittleſields for a Week. For a 
Calt's Head and Bacon, ten Shillings, For a boil'd Pig 
and Collyflowers, that Ibe pote, nine Shillinge. For a 
Red- Herring, that was yours, Uncle, one Shilling. For 
a Bottle of Hartſhorn, that was Supper, Miſtreſs, 
ſeven Pence. dey! what's here? Moull'd Sack, 
Dumplings, Cheeſe, Oranges, Toaſt and Butter, Fruit, 
dallad, Wine, Cards, Brandy, Tarts, and Tobacco: 
In all, two Pounds, thirteen Shillings and three Pence 
three Farthings, beſides Fire. —— The Devil lire the 


Houſe, 
B 2 Mob. 


With a hey gee Dobbin, hey bo; 
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Mich. Well, how ſhall we club. this Matter? There's 
the old Woman that has the King's-Evil, and the Yother 
that ſtops the Coach every Minute to.go behind a Buſh, 
they won't pay as much as we. eres 

ki os Ecod, - but they ſhall ; and for you, Miſtreſs, 
you ſhall pay but a Crown, , becauſe ; you. eat nothing; 
and that you mayn't think that you're hardly dealt by, 
I'll fing you the Song that makes it Stage-Coach Law. 


Te STAGE COACH SONG. 


Let's ſing of Stage-Coaches, - 
And fear no Reproaches . 
Fer riding in one; 
But daily be jogging, 
IFhile cobifiling and flogging, 
While whiſtling and flogg ing, 
The Coachman drives on. 


With a hey, geeup, geeup, hey ho 3 


Hey, geeup, geenup, key bo, 
With a hey gee Dobbin, hey Lo. 


In Coaches thus ſtrotuling, 
IT ho wwou'd not be rawling, 
With Nymphs on each Side; 
Still pratiling and playing, 
Our Knees interlaying, 
Me meriily ride. 
With a hey, &e. 


Here Chance kindly mixes, 
All Sorts and all Sexes, 
More Females than Men ; 
We ſqueeze them, we eaſe them, 
The 22 does pleaſe them ; 
Drive jollily then. 
With a hey, &c. 


* 


25 erer. COACH, y 
De mont Car 4 | f | 
Nor Par tow falls 
Feri the Coach thmble, i 
V have 4 rare Fuinble; | 
1 We have a rare Juni: 
4 


With a hey hey,  geeup, ecu, wht 
bey bo, 


With a hey gee Dobbin, hey 
Hey, geeup, g et up, 
With 4 hey 25 4% Dobbin, he | | 


Mich. Well, now N to Bed; that we may be 
the ſooner out of this confounded Inn next Morning. 

gui. Well, dear Sir, the beſt Friends muſt part, 
tho' it be Man and Wife; but if you can ſtep home 
with me, tis but hard by, about fourſcore and ten 
Miles off, and ſtay there a Week, I'll make you ſo 
drunk, you. ſhan't find the Way back again in a 


Month. 
178 Sir, you muſt excuſe me, I am otherwiſe en- 0 


be Sgut. Good Night, then. [ Exit. 
Jab. Good Night, Sir. [Exeunt Micher, Iſabella. 
Baſ. Your Servant, Madam. I hope you'll be in 
better Humour To-morrow. Ha! Ferch, here 80 Fortune 
for you —- Now, my dear Lad, run, and at any Rate 
get us ſome Calaſh, Chariot, Coach, any thing, to hurry 
us to London; fly. In the mean time, I'IIl run to my 


Chamber, and get every thing ready. _ 
[ Exeunt ſeverally. 


| Enter Jolt. 
Huſh! Mum's the Word; there's a plaguy Candle 
ſtands in my Way ; out, Informer, PII ſpoil younpeep- 
ing. The H Houſe is full, and Beds are ſcarce, therefore 1 


cau't lie in my own: So, good Wife at home, 7 your 
* 3 eave, 
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Leave, we Travellers are forced fometimes to lie two in 2 
Bed. Tis main dark, rare driving in a deep Raad, and 
a rough Way.—Odſnigs, now if Bally ſbay'd be ſxittiſn, 
and won't let me; Ill knock at her Chamber Poor, 
however, and if the Door will apen, well ſaid Door, I'll 
enter; and if Dolly will de like the reſt of her Crew, well 
ſaid Dolly. Pox on't, here's a Light, *tis gat yet right 
Catterwawling Time, fo I'll ſheer off till anon. [Exi, 


Enter Baſil with Things, Fetch with a Candle, 
en 
Fet. I've done your Buſineß,  Sir———T've found in 

this very Inn a Calaſh, with four good Horſes, that 
ſhou'd have gone empty to Laden To-morrow Morning: 
Pve agreed with the Coachman to go with you 3 
ately ; he'll be ready ata Whiſtle. 

- Baſ. That was luckly, and I've got my Things; bere 
my ſhall lie till Jabella comes out. I wiſh ſhe were 

ere. M7 | | 
Fet. Sir, Sir, I think I hear a Noiſe. | 

Baſ. Put out the Candle then, and let us ſtep into that 

Corner, for here we muſt wait for her. 


Enter Jolt. | 
Folt. Now the Coaſt is Clear. I have had a rang ; 
Hankering after this ſame Doll this great while, and for 
her Sake 7 ſet up here at the 1 5 now if ſhe won't be 
civil, d'ye ſee, I'll carry my Gueſts to the Saracen's- 
Head, where I ſhall have the Oſtler to take care of my 
Horſes, and the Maid to take care of me. Now for her 
Door. 
Fet. Ods my Life, Sir! we've forgot one thing; the 
Gate is lock'd up by this Time, how ſhall we get out ? 
Baſ What ſhall we do? 
Felt. Huſh! I hear ſomething ; ſhou'd this be me 
Rogue now creeping in to Dolly, I'll put a Spoke in hi 
Wheel. | 
Fet. Stay, I've thought on't ; the Maid's a good trac- 
table Wench, ſhe'll do whatever we'll have her. 


Jil 


Jolt. Will ſhe, ic de Dag ? Sirrah, PIl take 
tire of tha. De 
Fee. Til knock: as the Door for s Pines of Mane 
Ill warrans you fhe'l de the Job, oY: 
Folk, Packogs I a way. 6s your Job fink, you catter 
wauling Son of a W 
Fer. Tis well if I ape a Dab on the Noſe 
here——Confound that Poſt, tis deadly hard 
farikes him.] Her Door is on this Side, I'm ſure, | 
firikes him} Hal, whats that?, Another Pot? Fare 
Mi wc, le t . n Db Dp 
P tin | 
Plague . 3 (re I'm ed where's the 
Kepler Oh! Pve found it. {Puts his Finger in abr 
Mouth, <vho bites it.] Oh, the Devil! the Devil} Help, 
Sir, help! I've got my Finger in a n * 


72 Where art thou? 1 
alt. Gee, gee, ho, gee. 
Fit. Murder! Murder ! Hep: 

Ba. Hold, you Dog, or PII kill you. $3 4409 ite 
Flt. Gee, gee, ho, gee ho. 

Fet. Murder, Murder, Help! adn lays me 


on. 


Enter Ofiler, with @ Light. 
Of, What's the Matter? vr vers. qr YG 20 

Toit. Come on, gee, gee, ho. 

Off. What a Duce do you mean, Maſter Jol? 

Jalt. [Yawmns.} Whar's the Mater ' . 
Buſtle for? 

Of. What, are yos drank or dreaming ? 

74 What would you have? Where am I? Oh! 
Oh! is it you, Phil. the Oſtler? Odſnigs, I thought I 
had been in Bed; I dream'd that my Coach ſtuck in 
Hockley the Hole, and I was licking my Horſes till I 
made ing ſmoke again. -———L beg your Pardon, Gen- 
tlemen, for Aan you for my 


_ 


Eur 
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20 Te sab, co 


Dauer Dolly. y 

© Doll What's the Matter here? are you not aka 
to diſturb People at this Time of Night 7 

Fer. You're come in good Time, Child, ts Sve that 

— | for now ae Ark; +. 


Bo Get thee _ a, I cat mas Far 
ou ; you here your Light, off, 
— IH = — poo J.. L Ge, 
t ers, now re driving the ain 
Eeod I'll over turn the Seed To mere f in Sg 
to cool that Dog of a Captain's Courage in a Puddle. 
 Fet. The Town's our own, Sir; I've given the 
Wench a Guinea, ſhe conſents, and I've got the Key, 
Folt. The Key! A Plague on her Lock ; now has 
the Minx granted at once, what ſhe has deny'd me this 
Twelvemonth ; but that Guinea is the Devil at a K 
hole : I warrant *twou'd open a thouſand Spring 2 
in Covent Garden. IP'Il watch, and ſee what all this 
will come to. 


| Enter Iſabella, with a Truzk. 
Jab. He ſhou'd be here. Captain 
af. My Dear! 
Folt. My Dear! Ah the damn'd Jade! She's 
out to him now. 


Enter Micher, 

AFfch. Does ſhe walk in her $ Where can ſhe 
go at this Time of Night? Pl watch = 00 

Jab. Captain, where are you ?: 


17 Here, here. 
Mich. Captain! Sure ſhe can't evoke Genie Rere. 
Folt. Oafaigs, they're 17%» Wk but I'll ſpoil their 


7% Come, I'm got out at laſt, and. what's more, 
I've got the Writings. 
* 4h. Ah, you young Baggage, have I caught you? 
Tights here ; Lights. 

Lab. Hin! I hear my Uncle's Voice, let's loſe no 
Time. 34, 
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»C Baſ. Let's away, my Wr take p the 
| Things. [Lee. 

Mich, Lights here, "Lights. 

Fetch takes up the Ay ure. : 


| Emer 'Oftler with a Light. 9 
Of. What's the Matter here, again? _ $7.4 
Mich. Ha! what a Devil, who are you ? * 

Jolt. And who are you, an' that be all? 

Mich. Where my Niece? ah you 17 Len re 3 
the Plot too; where's that damn'd Rogue 2 

Jolt. Vour Niece 1, the Captain £3 4p other 
Hand; but this is a rare Time to quit Scores With bim. a 
If you want the Captain, youll e in e 
with his Whore. 

Mich.” His Whore! the Dog make my Nice his 
Whore ! Get a Conſtable, 2 — | 


| Enter "Squire, yawning. 

Sui. Here, what pai the matter? Can't you 
let a body ſleep among ye ? 

ich. Ah, Nicodemus, we're all undone :; the Captain 
here has got away your Miſtreſs into that Room; and 
what they are doing, Heaven knows, 

Hui. Ha! I hear ſome Noiſe, I hear Tome _ 
within; why don't you break the Door, Uncle ? 

Mich. Why don't you? 

*$qui. She's your Niece. . | | 

Mich. She's your Wife that is to be. Ye ++"? 


1 I can't "ell that now. ö 1882 
ich Then let's have a Conſtable. 76 
Joli. I'll run and call up my Landlord; he's a Con- 
ſtable. Ext. 


n le appear in Night- Caps in both Baleenies. 
A Plague Habe you all, — ry aſleep, that ye 
iore, * ſuch a Noiſe. What a De'l's the Matter wid vou. 
Sgui. Nothing, nothing, no Harm, only a 

you ? man who's Bis me a 1 halgre * Time. 


7 — 
e no an” 7 
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| Enter Landlord, Jolt with a . 
| Land. Here, where are eſe People? 
*Squi. Here, Sir, in that Room. | 
Ua. Come out here: I charge ye come out: TI 
an Officer, won't; you come out in Ne King's Name 
why then ſtay where you are, in the Devil's Name: 
Break open the Door.. . [Jolt breaks open the Dur. 
E Why don't you go in? 
olt, Why don't you go in, you're an Officer ? 
Then T command you to go in before me. 
Jell. Let the Squire go in, cs is Buſineſs 
a. Let my Uncle go in, tis more his Buſineſs 
chan mine. 
© , Mich. Come, wells all go in, chough he be a "Captain, 
he”s but one. | [Exeunt. 


Enter Dolly at another Door. 
Dot. What can they be ſearching for in N Chamber? 


Re-enter all. . 
; WG The Devil a Thin is there, but an old Pair of 
Boddice, a broken-back'd Chair, a Quire of Ballads, a 

Flock Bed, and a green Chamber-Pot. 

Del. Why, Gentlemen, the People that you want, 
are gone ; they took the Key from me, and went out. 

'Squi. Gone! O ye Skies! Sic tranſit Gloria Mundi. 

Aich. Here, here, let's follow 'em. 

*Squi. Ay, ay, Horſes, Coaches, Spurs, Whips, Spat- 
terdaſhes, Gambadoes, . Boots, and Saſhoons, away. 

Land. Hold, hold, Gentlemen, what's here ? the Key 
of the great Gate, they muſt be in the Houſe ſtill, if 
the Maid did not let em out. 
©" Del! Not I, upon my Word, Sir. 

Lr Then they muſt have dropp'd the Key, and 
are 5 the Houſe ſtill. 
| . Huzza ! have at em then; Halberts, Quarter- 
„Muſxets, Pikes, and Pocket-Piſtols., 

. Find em out, find em out, then. [Exit Land. 
i Jolt.] Why don't you go help em, Nephey ? 


"Squt 
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* Uncle, I tay; keep youCompany./ . 
Emer Bafil ix 4 N 1 550 

1 wee . abet TE A: Man 


ub t ſleep for ye, i. 
"Squz. Ah, my dear Friend, ſtand by me now. Who + 
bond be hegeybur that damn'd Rogue of a Captain that 
e talk'd of, and has run away with my Miſtreſs. 

Baſ. The Devil he did! and how will you uſe him 
hen he's found ? 

si. Uſe him! Dll pump kim, Pl. ſouſe him, fea” 
im, carbonade him, and eat him alive. 

Ba /. But, hark ye, Sir, don't make ſach a Noiſe, 

| ou'll diſturb my Wife. FL 

. What, Sir, are you marry'd? i 

\ptain, BY Be. Marry'd and bedded ſince I ſaw n 4 
gun. Sui. To whom? 


Enter Iabella, Landlord, Jolt, and Servants. . 

Baſ. To this Lady, Sir. BY 
gui Uncle! | . 
Hick. Nephew |! 
'5qui. Speak you, "tis more your Buß neſs than mine. 
Mich. Marry'd! it can't be: How cou'd you be mar- 
y'd ſo ſuddenly? © 
Baſ. Very luckily, Sir; we intended to have it done 
ore decently, but my Blockhead dropp'd the Key, and 
ing ſtopp'd that Way, we ſaw a Light in the Miniſter's 
hamber that travell'd with me; we went up, found 
im ſmoaking his Pipe, he firſt gave us his Bleſſing, then 
: ent us his Bed. 
he Key si. He was a very civil Gentleman. 

Mis Sir; this won't paſs upon me; what Evidence 
ve you for this? 


1 


lame} 
Name: 


r Dor, 


D 
— 


Enter Macahone. 
Mac. By my Shoul, he needs no Evidence, for I am 
e, I was call'd to be a Witneſs; his Man did waken 
e before I was aſleep; and if you will believe nobody, 
du may go up, and ask the Miniſter, 
Bf. 


e 
1 9 
— — 


- ä . e. 
— —— - — - — . 


EN Lan glad o, with alt my Heart: 
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Ba/. And in Return; my: dear Count mian, "iP ke 
care to do you dervice in relation to your pretended q 
chant's Wife, 

eb. Then fince it is ſo, much Good may't da yg 


. e her Mother did not leave her; 


5. Sir, it will appear otherwiſe my Writing 
"Mich: Writings! what Writings ?'T've” no Wwath im 


of 
Nef No more you han t, Sir; for here they be. 
225 Confuſion ! then I know hat ve let. 
And ſo do 1 too. Tre loſt my Labour, bf 
lot my Friend, I've loſt my Nuncle, and Te 10 f 


But aa the Coach fach Novelties bas bred, 
The W A 'd, and the Captain wed, 
and yew PU goto Bed. 


